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a few more notes in his book. It then dawned upon him
that it might be a matter of some difficulty to establish
the dead man's identity. The unfortunates who tramp
the road do not, as a rule, carry visiting cards with
them.
However, he set to work to examine the pockets. The
left-hand pocket of the trousers had a large hole in it,
and was empty. The right-hand pocket had been
patched, and contained seven pennies, a halfpenny, and
a sixpence with a hole in it. In one of the waistcoat
pockets were two half-smoked cigarettes. But in the
inner breast pocket of the coat were two dirty pieces of
paper, with writing upon them.
Sergeant Blewitt examined these with interest. They
might possibly throw light upon who the man was, and
where he had come from. The first was a letter, so
folded and creased as to be almost illegible. It was
written on the commonest of paper, in a scrawling,
uneducated hand, and ran as follows.
" DERE SON,
" This is to say i am well but in poor health the Dr
says you will not have time in your job being so far
away to come home for Xmas which i shall miss you
it is a long time since i saw you Dere Son when the
Whether is better i shall be alright my love dere son yr
loving Dad Hy Alcott."
" Well, that settles the chap's name, anyhow,"
muttered the sergeant. " If the father's name is Alcott,
his must be too. There's an address of some kind at the
head of this letter, but I'm blest if I can read
it."
He took the letter to the door of the potting-shed and
at last contrived to decipher the address. " 10 Silver
Lane, Barnsley." He scratched his head at this